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Laurs Christian Laursen
by BETTYLAURSENMILLER
When my younger brother and I were little, our
mother often sang to us, and
soon our voices would be
joining in with "Venter Paa
Far"--Waiting for Father. This
song is about two little blueeyed children who press their '
noses against the window
pane as they eagerly await
their father's homecoming. It
ends with a happy rush to the
door when they hear him
approaching, and the words
change to a joyous shout of
"Her Kommer
Far"--Here
Comes our Father.
When we were children, this scene was often repeated as
we waited for the return of our adored father who was frequently away in distant cities working as a mason. In later
years, as a lay minister, he was also often gone during the
winter months when he was on lecture tours or teaching at
Danish folk schools.
Father's homecoming meant story time for brother
Helg~ and me. While Mother busied herself preparing meals,
Hans Christian Andersen's fairy tales were told and retold by
Father. Interwoven with Andersen's tales were delightful
little stories of his own creation. One such favorite was
about his cousin, Kerstin, who. spent each day tending her
uncle's sheep. One day, as she sat resting her back against
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the hillside, she was startled by the sudden appearance of a
sprightly little red-capped, grey trousered gentleman with
sparkling blue eyes and a merry smile. He greeted Kerstin
with a cordial "Good Morning, Kerstin, and what might you
be doing blocking the door so that I cannot enter my house?"
Kerstin was amazed that the little man knew her name
and she turned quickly to see what door she was unknowingly blocking. As she moved slightly to the left, the little
Nissemand--f or that was indeed what he was-reached for a
tiny door latch and opened a wee door which had blended so
completely into the hillside as to be almost invisible.
Turning with his engaging grin, the little Niise asked,
"Would you like to come inside and meet my f amily7 We' re
having a party and I'm sure you would enjoy the delicious
food my wife is preparing."
Kerstin was almost afraid to speak for fear she was
dreaming and might awaken to find her new-found friend
had disappeared. Breathlessly she knelt and just managed to
squeeze through the door. Once inside she found that she
could stand upright and that she was in a charming large
room filled with laughing boys and girls. The tantalizing
aroma of roast duck and red cabbage issued from a comer of
the room. A rosy-checked, plump little Nisse mother was
already setting an extra plate for Kerstin at the long table.
Kerstin was soon surrounded by the happy children
who led her to the table where they all did justice to the feast
set before them. Everyone was so warm and friendly that
Kerstin found herself wishing that she might stay forever
with these kind-hearted little people, for in truth, Kerstin's
life was not easy, living with a stern, domineering uncle and
his gentle, timid wife.
After a time, however, good manners dictated that
Kerstein express her appreciation for the hospitality extended and take her leave. She could not quite control a tiny
quaver in her voice nor the errant tear slipping down her
cheek as she thanked the Nisse family for their kindness.
As she turned to leave, the little Nisse mother pressed a
shiny gold coin into Kerstin's palm. "Take this, my dear, and
whenever you are sad remember we are always nearby if you
-83-

but open your eyes and look for us."
When Kerstin returned home and told of her adventures, her skeptical uncle reached out a greedy hand, demanding the coin. His eyes widened in disbelief when he
beheld the shining gold piece. But this time his usually timid
wife unexpectedly stepped forward and snatched the coin
from his hand saying, "No, you shan't take this from
Kerstin; this was given to her and she shall keep it for her
very own." Turning to her niece, she said kindly, "Kerstin,
how would you like to have a hole drilled in your gold piece
so that we can thread a ribbon through it and you can wear it
around your neck?"
Kerstin of course was delighted with the suggestion.
From that day forward, whenever she felt lonely or sad she
had but to touch her cherished gold coin and instantly she
would see herself once again with the enchanting Nisse
family.
We loved this particular story and the fact that Kerstin
was a real live person; and indeed had a genuine gold coin
easily convinced us that she had indeed stepped into the hillside home of a genuine Nisse family.
Although it was our little four-foot, nine-inch mother
who for the most part managed the family of four boys and
two girls, our father was a dominant force in our young lives.
Mother's exasperated scoldings, and not infrequent tweaking
of ears, rolled lightly off our shoulders, but a gentle, sad,
"I'm disappointed in you" from Father brought a flood of
tears and painful soul-searching on our part.
The Danish people have a saying, "It takes four ingredients to make a home." In the Danish language these four
ingredients are known as the four B's: "b0orn, b0ger, billeder og blomster" --children, books, pictures and flowers. No
matter where our family lived, our house certainly qualified
as a home, with six rambunctious young ones, overflowing
bookshelves, walls covered with pictures, and windowsills
filled with little clay pots of mother's favorite pink wax
begonias.
It was Father who did the interior decorating wherever
we lived. He had an artist's eye for color and a knack for
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creating a cozy, attractive home. I can hear him softly
humming and see him as he papered the room with "oatmeal" paper, a rough textured wallpaper of soft gray-beige
which provided a complementary background for the
numerous pictures he had carefully framed. Even the backs
of the tall bookcases he built were covered with pictures of
Denmark's famous castles, the cases themselves extending at
right angles to the walls to form a partition for Father's
study.
At Christmas time, while mother spent the day preparing our gala "Juleaften" meal, it was Father's task to decorate
the Christmas tree. We children were never permitted to see
the tree until the dishes were all washed and put way; then
Father lit the candles and we caught our first glimpse of the
once sparsely branched fir tree transformed by Father's
clever hands into a bushy, beautiful Christmas tree.
With its red and green paper chains, mica-covered white
angels, red and white heart-shaped baskets, "krcemmerhuser," crepe paper roses, and strings of miniature Danish
flags, we thought ours the most beautiful tree in the whole
world.
Joining hands, we circled the tree slowly as we sang the
lovely familiar Christmas hymns. For us younger children,
this ritual did seem to continue a bit longer than was
necessary, but at last the tempo livened and we broke into an
exuberant "Nu har vi Jul igen" --Now Christmas is here
.
again.
Looking back, I marvel at the courage and perserverance of my father, who, in 1924, moved his family to a new
little Danish settlement in northwest Nebraska.
My father fell in love with the prairies of Nebraska.
Always immaculate in his grooming with his navy blue
artist's tie knotted softly at his throat, his neatly trimmed
mustache and Van Dyke beard set him apart from the usual
farmer. Each morning he would set forth cheerfully whistling
or humming to work in his fields. (There were numerous
"run-aways" before he learned how to control his team of
Buckskins.)
For the new pastor it was not only a matter of struggling
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to master the mechanics of farming and serving his congregation, but he was also laboring long hours overseeing and
helping to erect the building which was to serve as church
and community hall.
Letters to relatives in Denmark reflect both his enthusiasm and despair--the constant pressures of trying to gain
time for his studies and writing. He was bombarded with requests for articles by both newspapers and periodicals. It
was at great personal sacrifice that my father met these deadlines.
The ten years we lived in Ryslinge took their toll on
Father but were without doubt his most productive period.
The trilling of the Meadowlark as he strode behind his
plow, the hum of barbwire as he pounded metal fence posts
into the hard prairie soil, the warm sun on his shoulders
filled his heart to bursting, and his writings reflected his joy
and harmony with life.
In 1934, my father accepted a call to serve the Danish
Evangelical Lutheran Church in Enumclaw, Washington.
When we arrived in May he was already gravely ill, but
managed to serve his new congregation for three months. He
died in his home on August 31, 1934.
My mother continued as best she could to share the
wealth of writings which were my father's heritage to us.
Each Thursday evening members of the congregation
gathered in our home to hear Mother read and to share in an
hour of fellowship and song.
I was sixteen when my father died, and while there are
many treasured memories of those years, I was not old
enough to fully appreciate the full scope of his literary
prowess. His sermons, articles and poetry are of another
generation and their true beauty is somewhat lost in translation.
Through the years there have been many times when I
have longed to share my thoughts and feelings with this
wonderful person who was my father. Never have I felt a
deeper appreciation of the rich heritage he left us than when
some years ago I stood in the white stucco red-tile-roofed
church in Jutland where my father had worshipped as a
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young man. I felt his presence and was deeply moved. My
heart ached when I saw his native land for the first time and I
felt the sorrow he must have felt when he bade farewell to
Denmark's gentle shores.
I shared the longing expressed in his poignant 1927
article, "Those Who Left Home." Father wrote, "When I in
daydreams return to Denmark for a visit, I sometimes
awaken in fear and think I dare not see Denmark again. I am
afraid my heart would break if I should have to say farewell
to that land a second time."
The late J. Christian Bay, eminent Christian librarian and
himself a writer of note, published "Karl Marg's og Per
Nabo's Saga" in memory of his dear friend, my father. A
translation of the foreward to his poetic tribute provides this
data:
"Laurs Christian Laursen was born in Auning in
Jutland, July 1, 1877, and died in Enumclaw, Washington,
August 31, 1934.
"After he finished the required schooling, he took an
expedition on the School-ship, 'Georg Stage,' but did not
become a sailor. As a gifted and talented youth, he quickly
came under the influence of the popular movement in Denmark at the close of the 19th century, and eventually found
his place in the Gruntvigian Church life. He became a mason, and in the course of time, a very good Master builder,
but during his development he had to supply his own means.
"His greatest yearning was to be busy with the lives of
the people and the Spirit's effect in the arts and in work. In
these fields he eventually developed a very independent and
remarkable insight.
"Laursen was blessed with a unique and rare sense of the
Danish language in speech and the written word, and in the
interpretation of nature.
"As Karl Marg, in 1908, he wrote a large number of
meditations and stories in addition to occasional lovely
poems which were in Danish papers here and in the popular
newspapers in Denmark. No style amongst us was as fresh as
his, and very few could use words so directly, so alive, and
so sincerely in Danish.
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"Laursen came to America in 1904 and in 1906 was
married to Betty Bruun in Perth Amboy, New Jersey. They
had eight children: Margaret, Herluf, Rud, Karl, Betty and
Helge. (Two little girls died in infancy.)
"In 1919, the family moved from Perth Amboy to
Askov, Minnesota, and in 1922, Laursen became a teacher at
Nysted Folk High School. He was a very helpful addition to
the school, but in 1924 he decided to join a group of settlers
going to Peters, Nebraska. The colony took the name of
Ryslinge.
"Here L.C. Laursen became the pastor for the congregation. Here he took the pen name 'Per Nabo.' He was a lay
pastor and a farmer.
"From the ideal point of view, his work was successful
in every way. His speeches and writings were received and
followed with joy and interest in the prairie states and on the
West Coast.
"In the spring of 1934, he accepted a call as pastor for
the Danish Evangelical Church in Enumclaw, Washington.
He had never been physically strong. Illness took him, and
before his large number of friends and admirers knew what
happened, he was dead on August 31, 1934.
"With these few facts is fashioned a frame around a
remarkable, beautiful, rich and deep life. Per Nabo rose
above poverty and adversity, and was fortunate in being
himself. With a fine sense, he used an unbending will to
carry the Word in this sullied world. Therefore he was a
pastor.
"As a pastor, and a person and an interpreter of the
good life of our heritage, he will live in our memory. He
walked amongst us with blessings."
Betty Laursen Miller
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